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Cut Perclval did not wait to find

out. He sprung to the door, jerked It
open and closed It behind with a bang.
In fact, he did not even se,e Evelyn
slip quietly Into a faint, or Murcus
snutch her Into his anus as if he never
Intended to let her go.

It was only Polly who heard the
prssionate love words that came from
lips that had so often flung oaths at
her and her people. She watched Mar
cus dully, her heart aching and her
muscles rigid with pain. Robert had
not believed what Evelyn had said!
He had gone away without a word to
herl Of course, then, be did not love
her any morel

Unnoticed by the MacKenzles, Polly
Hopkins sat very quiet, while Evelyn,
who bad regained consciousness, was
clinging to her husband's neck and
listening to his assurances that she
was forgiven. Then suddenly, through
the low rumble of Marcus' voice and
the sighs and sobs of Evelyn Pollyop
heard a shrill squatter call. She rose
slowly to her feet and stood rooted
to the spot. The voice that had
sounded was high, childish, like Wee
Jerry's.

With the superstition of her kind,
Polly was overcome by a great fear.
Jerry was dying alone In a place of
strangers! His little spirit had called
to her in the grief of its going! She
cast a glance at the man and the
woman. They were wholly enveloped
In themselves and paid no attention
to the plaintive wail that broke from
her lips. She struggled to the door
and opened it, and there right before
her startled eyes was Daddy Hop-

kins, with Jerry astraddle his neck.
"Daddy!" came In one bewildered

cry from her shaking lips.
Then they faded from her vision,

and the brown eyes yielded to semi-

consciousness, and
was lost In complete oblivion.

When Polly Hopkins again lifted
her lids, she was surrounded by a
group of people whom at first she did
not recognize. Then Daddy Hopkins
detached himself from the rest. He
was seated very near her. That was
nice, Indeed! she thought dimly. She
must have dreamed that Old Marc
had sent him to prison. Wee Jerry
was cuddled at her side. Then he,
too, had never gone away!

What brought full remembrance to
her was the sight of Larry Bishop
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She Was In the Big Squatter's Out-

stretched Arms in a Twinkling,
Weeping Against His Breast

leaning against the wall at tks foot of
the bed. He was looking at her with
tear-fille- d eyes, his cracked Hps work
ing painfully.

"Larry," she cried, struggling up.
It was Marcus MacKenzie that

shoved himself In beside Jeremiah and
bent over her.

"Larry didn't do It. Daddy; I did,'
she moaned. "Please, Mr. MacKenzie,
please, believe me!"

She crawled wearily into Jeremiah's
arms and hugged his bushy head.

"Oh, Daddy Hopkins, I got to go
to to Jail. I been a wicked bad "

She was straining so to finish that
Robert Perclval was no longer able to
keep quiet. He stepped forward so
that Polly saw him over Daddy's
shoulder. She glared at him wildly.

"Tell .'em oh tell 'em," she shud-

dered.
The tears In his eyes softened her

expression.
"It's like you to feel sorry for me,

sir !" She winced. "An' gettin' Daddy
an' Wee Jerry back Is like you, too.
Every 4ay I'm in Jail I'll be prayin'
you'll be happy." She strangled at the
memory of Old Marc's words, "I'll get
you next, huzzy !"

Then Robert, stung with remorse at
his disbelief In her, picked her out of
her father's arms. When he had placed
her In a chair, he said:

"Polly, darling, we've heard the
whole story from from 7

He looked toward Larry Bishop,
stumbling as If he did not remember
his name.

"And we've forgotten It, too," Mac-

Kenzie boomed tn. ', "Yesterday .It

wouldn't have been any great loss If
my whole family had been sunk In the
lake. We were all more wicked than
any one in the Silent City. . But to-

night' it's different!" , ,

Polly straightened up, her eyes bril-

liant with questioning. ,

"Daddy- ,- Jhe asked, "does , aa

I ain't" goln' to Jail for my life-

long? Oh. Daddy- -" '

stretched arms In a twinkling, weep- -
.... V
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"This night's work," said MacKen-
zie, moved almost beyond speech,
"won't pass outside the few who know
it. And Polly look up, child. I want
to tell you something."

In silence she dared a timid glance
at him.

"While you you were asleep Just
now, Mr. Perclval and I made arrange-
ments with your father to give him
work," MacKenzie told her. "Does
that please you?" ,

"Awful much," she sighed; then she
turned and looked at Bishop, standing
against the wall.

"What about Larry?" she murmured
softly. "Poor, poor Larry."

"I'll help him, too," Marcus agi-ee-

eagerly.
Polly cogitated one small moment.
"There's Lye Braeger," she sighed

again. "He ain't got many friends,
Lye ain't!"

MacKenzle's laugh sent a sense of
relief over the gloomy group.

"Then Lye Braeger, too," he ex
claimed, "and any other squatter who
wants to work."

Pollyop, overwhelmed with this gen-

erosity, stood up before him, curls
showering each shoulder and framing
ner lovely, eager race.

"I guess mebbe you were an angel
all the time, like Granny Hope said
once," she said shyly. "I'm' thankln
you, sir, an' I I'm hopln' the little
one God's sendln' In the summer'U look
Just like like a smile touched her
Hps "just like Jerry," she ended.

Because she was so simply natural,
MacKenzie replied solemnly:

"If my child looks as much like me
as Jerry looks like his father, I'll be
satisfied."

Then he hurried his wife away, of-

fering to carry Robert home with
them.

"No, sir," said that young man
stoutly. "I've got to talk to Polly Hop-
kins."

t'l'm goln' now, too," grunted Larry
Bishop. "Got to go an' see Lye Brae-
ger. He's sick in bed with a stum-mlc- k

ache. Good night, Poll! See
you tomorrow, Jerry Hopkins."

He made a gesture of farewell to
Robert; and Pollyop went to the door
with him. There she brought a wry,
twitching smile to his Hps by throw
ing her arms about his neck and kiss
ing him.

"Ifs all right now, Larry, dear!"
she whispered. "Good-by.- "

When she turned slowly to Robert,
her face was suffused with crimson
blood.

"Ain't your horses gettin' cold, sir?"
she queried. "It's worse outside than
when you came!"

Jeremiah blinked at them, went tc
the cot and picked up the drowsj
baby. To hide his embarrassment, h
seated himself and rocked the child
back and forth. He was almost afraid
of his beautiful daughter", dressed so

unlike herself, her hair hanging in

glistening curls over Evelyn Robert-
son's exquisite clothes.

"The horses are well covered, Polly,"
enswered Robert. "I'll make It worth
the driver's while to wait a bit."

Then unable to bear the strain any
longer, he burst out :

"Darling, can you ever forgive me?"
She gave him one melting glance

and like a fluttering bird sped Into his
arms and stayed there. And thus the
two young things, with nothing be
tween them aid long stretches of hap-

piness, clung to each other until the
tinkle-tinkl- e of the MacKenzie sleigh
bells was lost In the night.

Then the squatter girl, disengaging
herself from her sweetheart's arms,
went to her father.

"Daddy," she breathed, bending
over him, "ever since I mended the
roof that day the same day" Old Marc
came home, I've been lovln'" she
reached back her hand, and Robert
clasped 11 "I've been lovin' " Chok-
ing, she could get no farther in that
Important explanation.

Robert stepped beside her, and rest-
ed his hand on the down-ben- t head.
He knew now that though she was a
squatter, one of the despised of the
earth, he loved her better than the
whole world.

"It's just like Granny Hope said,
Daddy," Pollyop went on, the velvety
brown softening the misty eyes. "She
said. Granny Hope did, that love's big-
ger an' better'n hate any day. An' it's
true, ain't It?"

"Yep," nodded Hopkins, smoothing
her face with one great hand. "I guess
so, brat !"

"It sure is," added Robert In her
ear.

Then he looked at Jeremiah.
"May I have her some day, sir?" he

asked In reverent tones. "I'll make
her so happy you won't regret it."

Jeremiah's big frame shook, and
Pollyop, ever devoted to him, kissed
him tenderly.

"I'll never leave you. Daddy darlln',
precious old Daddy," she cried. "Meb-
be " She looked up at the tall man
standing by her. "Mebbe,"1 she re-
peated, "you'd take Jerry an' Daddy
too, huh? They're awful good an
never get In anybody's way."

"And Jerry and your father too
my darling," laughed Robert, tn at
outburst of happiness. "I can hav
your little girl, Mr. Hopkins, can't IT

"Yep," whispered Jeremiah, slghlni
heavUy. .. 'v;

Then .while Robert was biddlni
Polly , good-nigh- t; Jeremiah, with i
faraway look upon his face, gathered
the bow-legge- d child closer to him an
rocked, him gently to and fro.

' " ', THE END.
"
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' The Reason Why.' :

She ne's my best friend.
H How long have you known him
She Since yesterday.
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chills and fever and
such pains in my
right side and a hard
lump there. I could
not turn myself in
bed and could not
sleep. I was this way

it imiii for over two months,
try in e everything:
any one told me, un
til my sister Drougnt
me a bottle of Lydia
E. Pinkham's Vege--

table Comrjound. I took it regularly un
til all the hard pains had left me and I
was able to be up and to do my work
again. The hard lump left my side and
I feel splendid in all ways. I know of
many women it haa helped," Mrs. G.
Richardson, ,4640 Orcas St, Seattle,
Washington.

This is another case where Lydia E.
Pinkham's Vegetable Compound
broughtresultaafter'trymgeverything
any one told me" had failed.

If you are suffering: from pain, ner-
vousness and are always tired; if yoa
are low spirited and good for nothing,
take Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable
Compound. You may not only relieve
the present distress, but prevent the
development of more serious trouble.

DON'T
DESPAIR

If you are troubled with pains or
aches; feel tired; have headache,
indigestion, insomnia; painful pas-

sage of urine, you will find relief in

COLDMEDAL
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Hot Stuff.
Some of the corn liquor being made

nowadays has a potency all Its own.
They tell this story In illustration.

In the North Carolina mountains
two darkies opened a Jug, and in do
ing so spilled a little. One drop fell
on a tumble bug, who immediately
dropped his ball, clicked his heels to-

gether, threw back his shoulders and,
backing up to a bale of cotton the
two negroes had been carrying,
snorted :

"All right, big boy. Let's go!"
American Legion Weekly.
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"I thought I could kill 'er, sir," she
added, raising streaming eyes, "but

when daddy's coat fell down, an' the
big mammy an' Granny Hope smiled
at me, I quit hatlu' you an' wantin'
to kill your woman."

She struggled up and moving to the
wall, leaned against "The Greatest
Mother In the World" as If she, too,

would add herself to the vast family
of hurt ones. I

Every one of her words was directed
to MacKenzie.

"Then I'm to understand," he asked
slowly, "that you deliberately took my
wife away to kill her?"

"But she didn't, Marc," Interjected
Evelyn. '

ilarcus made a wide gesture with
one arm.

"Hush, Eve," he muttered. "I want
to hear, what Miss Hopkins has to
say."

"Yep,-- I took her," trailed on Polly,
"an' I meant to croak her, too, an
throw 'er in the lake. Just to get even
with you, sir."

"Then why didn't you do it?" de
manded Marcus.

I'oJIyop threw a short glance at the
other man, standing white and silent,
She cleared her throat, and leaned
only the harder against the wall.

"On a sudden," ehe continued, as If
eager to finish her tale, "I somehow
remembered everything Granny Hope
learned me when she was In the shack
here. She always said, mister, when
you was devilish enough to snake a
squatter from the Silent City" Polly
paused and coughed, then proceeded
in the dead silence : "Granny said
you was the Image and likeness of the
good God up In the sky an a brother
to Jesus, the same as us squatters,
But I said I didn't ever want to fly
away to God If He looked like you!"

Leaving the wall she came forward
and hurried on : "An' I meant it them
times, an' much more after you rail
roaded my daddy and swiped Jerry
away from me."

Marcus placed his wife In the chair
and stood up. He started to speak to
Pollyop; but Evelyn's cry caused hlra
to turn swiftly. The drabness of her
face startled him.

"Marc ! Robert !" she said. "I can't
go back home until I've told you some-

thing. No, Marc, don't stop me. I
will talk. Now, listen! Oh, honey!"
This appeal was to her husband who
had laid his fingers on her shoulder.
"Won't you hold my hand while I tell
It?,"

Much moved, Marcus did as she re
quested. His firm clasp seemed to
encourage Evelyn, and she went on:

"Darling, I've always been dread-
ful to to Polly Hopkins, and and
she's been an angel to me."

She was going to tell it all, raged
through Polly's mind. Was she going
to bring 'to light her relations with
the dead Oscar? Old Marc would
never forgive It! Thinking more now
of the baby coming next summer to
the almost incoherent woman than of
her own happiness, Pollyop made a
movement os if to contradict the state-
ment; but Evelyn's Impetuous rush of
words halted her.

"No,1 Polly, I'm going to put things
right now, even If Marc leaves me to-

night," she declared,- - clearing her
throat. "Robert, dear boy, I lied to
you. I lied to Polly and to you, Mar
cus. Oscar Bennett wasn t rouys
sweetheart at all. He he was my

husband !"
MacKenzie suffered, but did not

drop the cold fingers he . held ; and
Evelyn wept bitterly, unable to go on.

A horse whinnied outside; but in
the shanty no sound could be heard
save the hysterical sobbing of Evelyn.

It seemed to Robert as If he must
shake from his cousin the rest of the
dark story, so impatient was he to
hear It.

"Then then when you came, my
my beloved," Evelyn raised her tired
eyes to her husband, "I tried to get
rid of him.. I did my best to get Polly
Hopkins to promise she'd marry Oscar
after he had freed me. I wanted to
get him. out of the cotintry!"

Unwilling to spare herself the least
humiliation, she efaded in piteous con-

fusion: "I was glad when I knew he
was dead." , j

"Then how did he die?" came swift-
ly from MacKenzie. i

"Oh, just as the doctor told you.
Marc, dear," replied Evelyn.- - "He was
struck by lightning and died from the
shock. I was frees thenK ftDd-rn- d I
made Polly swear ovei1 and over agala
she'd never tell any one I "J "And--a-nd

I gave her the silk dress the wore that
oay In ; the Auburn car. .I I lied
about that, too. But, Marc, dear love,
I knew you hated her and"

Robert bounded to his feetas the
girl's words trailed" away Into silence.
Over MacKenile's face were speeding
so many different expressions that the
searching brown eyes of Polly Hop-

kins could not tall whether ha In

CHAPTER XVII Continued.
1-9-

Th e snow was still falling quietly
into the dark lake, and the squatter,
with a throb at his heart, caught the
thread of light at the edge of the win
dow blind of his home. Then his Pol
lyop was still up.

"Cover your bosses and wait here,"
directed Perclval to the driver. Then
to Hopkins he said: "As I told you,
sir, your daughter's suffered frightful
ly. Poor girl, I am afraid, if you ap
peared without warning, the shock
would be too much for her. Do as we
agreed In town, and go to Bishop's
shack until I come for you. I'll tell
her you and the boy are home."

A long sigh slipped from the squat-
ter's lips. He desired to rush In and
hold his girl-br- to his overwrought
heart. He had heard with suppressed
emotion Robert's tale of his Pollyop's
trials, and now as he recollected them,
he could scarcely restrain himself. Yet
he realized the young man was right,
so, pulling the cnild's bowed legs
around his neck, he faded stolidly in
to the falling snow.

Inside the hut Polly Hopkins was
seated, tensely silent, her slender lin-

gers clasped togother about her knees.
Suddenly she head voices other than
the low hum of MacKenzle's questions
and Evelyn's sobbing answers In the
coop-hol- e.

She arose slowly, ready to spring
at Larry Bishop or Lye Braeger if
they appeared at the door. To send
them away Instantly was the decision
that she made as she saw the latch
lift and the, door slowly swing In. A
figure she recognized with startled eyes
stepped across the threshold; she sat
down, but was up again before he
spoke. .

The man she had so longed to see
had come again. But now he was here,
she did not dare let him stay a mo-

ment. Marcus MacKenzie might ccme
out of the coop-hol- e even before she
could send the newcomer away. While
he was pressing his great coat collar
down over his shoulders, she tiptoed
to 'i!m and with uplifted hand whis-

pered: ,

"Hush! Go away! Go away
quick!" Making a backward gesture,
she added: "There's some one in the
coop-hol- e I don't want you to see."
' His errand having completely left
his mind, Robert, after a moment of
startled Inspection, stopped stiffly by

the door. The resentment and jealousy
he had nursed so long flared into ac-

tive life and licked him like flames.
Clothes such as she wore had never
been paid for with squatter money!
She was beautiful ! So much his eyes
told him, but he knew she was not
honest 1

She had said there was some one
In the

He fixed her with stern eyes and
then shoved her aside.

"I'm going to see who he Is," he
snapped.

Polly's fingers caught him as he
tried to pass her. t

"N6, you can't go in there," she
cried. "Please don't do It."

The sound of their voices brought
Marcus MacKenzie out into the kitchen
In one stride. He halted at the sight
of the squatter girl hanging desperate-
ly to Robert's arm. An exclamation
broke from him ; and with one wrench
Perclval was free and was at him.

"So It s you ! he said In a tone that
told Polly Hopkins what was In his
mind. "Damn you, you hypocrite "

His voice broke off, and he brushed
his eyes across with shaking fingers.
There behind Marcus in the coop-hol- e

doorway was his pale cousin.
"Evelyn!" he gasped thickly. "God,

what's this all about? Every one of
you look as If as If "

Bewildered and overcome, he could
not finish his sentence.

Marcus had caught Evelyn to him;
and Pollyop, tearlessly ashamed, had
sunk Into the big chair to hide the
finery which she knew had brought
the hurt Into Robert's eyes. .. She
wished she was clothed In daddy's
boots and her own calico dress !

"Shut the door, Bob," Marcus or-

dered as calmly as he could.
. Mechanically Robert did as he was

bidden. When lie turned again, Mar-

cus was seated, wthtEvelyn clinging
to him, and Pollyop's face was cov-

ered by one. arm.
Evelyn began to cry weakly.
"Bob, dear," aha broke out, looking

op at her cousin with' streaming eyes,
"Pollyop's been so good to me."

That sounded to Polly as If some
one else were to be punished for the
night's work. . , j
' 'No, I alnV, protested, lifting
her head. "I was awful bad! I were
the only, one to blame. I hated every
one of you, , Let me tell all of you
.boat It"

She began at the beginning and re-

peated bow she had concocted the plan
to steal Mrs. MacKensle. She spoke
of Lavrry and Lye as her two friends,
Jt:tU4 n&jaentlon their name.

Answers Call of Blood.
I One of the chiefs of the Fiji islands

'has a remarkable record. Descendant
of a fumous line of chieftains, "he is
also an Oxford graduate, served as
cook with the R. M. A. corps in France
In 1910, and 'Inter as a clerk with the
Koyal Scotch Borderers. He has teen
medaled by King George for bravery.
Despite hts good running start, he has
deserted civilization and returned to
the South Pacific td live among his
fellow Fiji islanders.

Free for Our Readers.
We have made arrangements where-

by every housewife who reads this
v paper can obtain a copy of "Reliable

Recipes" absolutely free of charge by
simply writing the Home Economics
Department of the Calumet Baking
Powder Co., 4100-2- 8 Fillmore Street,
Chicago, 111.

"Reliable Recipes" contains 76 pages
of recipes and other Information ap-
preciated by every housewife. It is
Illustrated in colors and will prove
ojilte helpful In preparing the daily
menu.

We have also made arrangements
with the Cafumet Baking Powder Co.
whereby their Home Economics De-
partment will cheerfully answer all
questions pertaining to., cooking,
kitchen equipment, etc. There is ab-
solutely no charge for this service.

Write the Home Economics Depart-
ment of the Calumet Baking Powder
Co., 4100-2- 8 Fillmore St., Chicago, I1L,
ioday for a copy of "Reliable Recipes."
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No Exception.
The Irate Father I can see right

through that chorus girl's intrigue,
young man.

The Lovesick Son I know, dad,
tout they all dress like that nowa-
days. New York Sun.
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ous Get a buttle of

OBan Hair Color Restorer-Saf- ae water"
apply it and watch results. At all good drugtdata,
Re, or direct from HESSIG-ElXl- Caaaato, H,i, T--a.

FARMERS
IRE WORKING HARDER
And using their feet more than ever before.
Tor all these workers, the frequent use of
.Allen's FootEase, the antiseptic, healing
powder to be shaken into the shoes and
sprinkled in the foot-bat- increases their
efficiency and insures needed physical com-for- t.

Allen's Foot-Ea- se takes the Friction
from the Shoe, keeps the shoe from rub-lin-

and the stockings from wearing, fresh-
ens the feet, and Prevents tired, aching
and blistered feet. Women everywhere are
constant users of Allen's FootEase. Don't
get foot sore, get Allen's Foot Ease.

More than One Million five hundred thou-san- d

pounds of Powder for the Feet were
used by our Army and Navy during the
war. In a pinch, use Allen' Foot Ease.

Cuticura Soap
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